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Take an empty bag in your hand.
Wherever it may be,
far away,
beyond envious arrows
shot by the hunter of life,
beyond the lender's
compound interest-like
mornings and evenings,
beyond attachments and detachments,
beyond pronouns and cases,
beyond the grammar of life,
beyond the disobedience of the senses,
beyond the dictatorship of numbers,
beyond the enmity of machines,
beyond the fraternity of fools,
beyond the fragrance of poisonous flowers,
beyond halves and quarters,
beyond the decimal problems of daily business,
beyond the basic principles of algebra.
Let us go far away,
wherever it may be,
beyond propaganda,
beyond prostitution,
beyond the chloroform of sorrow,
beyond the veil of darkness,
beyond the half-naked daylight
in swimming-suit,
beyond the disease of fields,
beyond the belief of leeches,
beyond the assurance of vultures,
beyond the pity of wolves,
beyond crocodile tears,
beyond the humility of jackals,
beyond the meditation of cranes,
beyond the love of black bees,
beyond the knowledge